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VER in the New 
rejoicing, 
Kindly beckoning 
td back the Old, 
Turning with a power 
= like Midas, 
All things ae gold. 


Once more let God's green earth 
and sunset air 
Old feelings waken; 
Through weary years of toil, and 
strife, and ill, 
O let me feel that my good angel 
sti 


Hath not his trust forsaken. 
Chalkley Hall. 


Behind the cloud the starlight lurks, 
ba ito showers the sunbeams 
all; 
For God, who loveth all his works 
Has left His Hope with all! 


Dream of Summer. 


Faith, they show 

4 The soul its living 
powers, 

* And how beneath the 
winter's snow 


Lie germs of summer flowers! 
Dream of Summer. 


The sky is as a temple's arch, 
The blue and wavy air 
Is glorious with the spirit-march 


Of messengers of prayer. 
he Worship of Nature. 


Take heart!—the Master builds 
again~— 
A charmed life old goodness 
hath; 
The tares may perish—but the grain 
Is not for death. The Reformer. 


Bear up, bear on, the end shall tell 


The dear Lord ordereth all things 
well! The Angel of Patience. 


HE hearts in sun 
and shadow known— 
The kind hands linger- 
ing in our own— 
The cords of strong 
affection spun 
By early deeds of kindness 
done— 
The blessed sympathies which 
bind 
The spirit to its kindred mind,— 
Oh, whe would leave these tokens 
tried 
For all the stranger world beside? 
Lines on a Portrait. 


Earnest words must needs be 
spoken 

When the warm heart bleeds or 
burns. What the Voice Said. 


On midnight sky of rain 
Paint the golden morrow ! 
Barclay of Ury. 


the mason’s hand, 
The brown earth to 
the tillers, 
The shoe in yours shall 
wealth command, 
Like fairy Cinderella's! 
As they who shunned the 
household maid 
Beheld the crown upon her, 
So all shall see your toil repaid 


With hearth and home and honor. 
The Sheemakers. 


So through the shadows of my way 


Thy smile hath fallen soft and 
clear, 
So at the weary close of day 


Hath seemed thy voice of cheer. 
Lives. 


And in life, in death, in dark and 
light 
All are in God's care. 
My Soul and I. 


RT'S perfect forms 
no moral need 
‘And beauty is it’s own 
excuse; 
But for the dull and 
*flowerless weed 
Some healing virtue 
still must plead, 
And the rough ore must find its 


honors in its use. 
Dedication—Songs of Labor. 


In secret sympathies of mind, 
In founts of feeling which retain 
eir pure, fresh ow, we yet may 
find 
Our early dreams not wholly 


vain! 
Memories. 


We shape ourselves the joy or fear 
Of which the coming life is made 
And fill our Future’s atmosphere 


With sunshine or with shade. 
Raphael. 


Mii OOD-BY to Pain and 
“ Care! I take 
Mine ease today; 
Here where the sunny 
waters break, 
And ripples this keen 
breeze, I shake 
All burdens from my heart, all 
weary thoughts away. 
Hampton Beach. 
O’er the rough chart of Existence, 
Rocks of sin and wastes of woe 
Soft airs breathe, and green leaves 
tremble, 
And cool fountains flow. 


—.w€— 


Life all too earnest, and its time 
too short 

For dreamy ease and Fancy’s 
graceful sport. To John Pierpont. 


The Good is always beautiful, 


The Beautiful is good! 
The Album. 


if God hath not 


forsaken 
Ly Our land, and left us 
AWA to an evil choice, 
Loud as the summer 


thunderbolt shall 
waken. A Peoples Vi oice. 


fs each and all, 


The cricket to the frogs bassoon 
His shrillest time is keeping; 
The sickle of yon setting moon 


The meadow mist is reaping. 
e Drovers. 


And in life, in death, in dark and 
light 
All are in God's care; 
Sound the black abyss, pierce the 
deep of night 
And He is there! My Soul and I. 


Noiseless as dew-fall, heed it well— 


Thy Father's call of Love! 
The Call of the Christian. 
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of a men 
questioned not 
The faith of one 
whose walk and 


4 word were right. 
Daniel Neall. 


. . .. The loveliest spot 
Enjoyed with thee 
A richer and a dearer lot 
Would seem to me. 


Stanzas. 


Heeding truth alone, and turning 


From the false and dim. 
The Lumbermen. 


His God was with him in that last 
dread hour— 
His great arm underneath him, and 
His smile 
Melting into a spirit full of 
peace. The Missionazy. 
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